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Summary: A college senior starts a blog about Monsters and finds that 
Monster life is a lot more interesting (and complicated) than she had 
supposed. Mostly thanks to a certain skeletal comedian. 


1 . laughter 

* *Disclaimer : I own nothing.** 

**College AU, bisexual polyamorous OC narrator, post Pacifist but 
with spoilers from Genocide. Fluff and angst and romance and angst 
and more fluff will ensue. ** 

**Another disclaimer: Though I describe a phenomenon called 
"Freakers" in the second chapter, this is NOT a story about Freakers . 
Don't get nervous when you see that.** 

**Trigger warnings for mention of rape and suicide.** 

**This story is rated M for kinda smut. I don't have ectodick, which 
means there's no real sex, but there is mention of F/F and M/M of the 
BDSM variety and there is, in fact, a M/F smut chapteraC 1 just not 
the traditional kind. And as a note, I only have ever written M/M 
porn so going from that to no dicks at all is going to be really 
weird for me . * * 

**Without further ado, enjoy.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Sans didn't know what to think when he heard her 
laughing . <p> 

He'd been on the surface for years by now and he'd become accustomed 
to the artificial chortles of the humans. In the Underground, 



laughter was sincere, but not so up here. Laughs were custom, were 
manners, and so rarely indicated true pleasure. 

So when he was sitting with Papyrus, who was babbling about how he 
wanted a football uniform because they were _very cool_ as he waited 
for the waitress to bring his spaghetti, he turned full around in his 
booth at the sounda€"a loud guffaw from deep in a belly. 

Her short, curly hair was dyed rainbow colors and her frame was 
thickset, sturdy. She wore a black tee shirt to match his own and she 
was grinning, still in the aftershocks of amusement from some joke 
Sans was unfortunate enough not to hear. 

Her friend, who had had dark skin and close cropped hair, met eyes 
with Sans, catching him staring. He watched her right back just to 
gauge her react iona€"some humans had no issue with Monsters and 
others hated them. He sometimes amused himself by seeing how many 
Monsterphobes he could meet and frighten. 

This girl didn't fear him though. She looked at Sans with an eyebrow 
up and then elbowed her friend, the laughing one. 

"What was that for?" she asked indignantly, glancing over to her 
friend . 

Sans turned around, suddenly nervous. His face felt hot. 

"Brother, you've gone blue. Are you overly warm? I shall cool you 
off, for it is my honor and duty to assist you in all 
things ! " 

Papyrus stuck his napkin in his ice water and pressed it futilely to 
Sans' face. 

Sans, unable to hold it in, burst out laughing. "Paps, what the hell 
are you doing?" 

"You look very flushed! I became concerned! I am your big brother and 
it is my honora€"" 

"Yeah, yeah, I heard," Sans muttered, waving him off. "You think this 
place has any ketchup?" 

"I shall inquire after the waitress!" Sans was going to stop him, but 
it was too late. "Excuse me, fair waitress, but my brother requires 
ketchup ! " 

Sans shook his head and turned back to the tablea€"it had gone empty. 
He had half a moment to be confused when he heard the laugh again. He 
turned towards the door and saw that the girl ' s friend was paying for 
their meal, which left the girl standing by the door. 

And she was looking at him. 

The smile was slowly slipping off her facea€"she didn't look 
frightened or offended though, just curious. Her head tilted barely 
to one side. 

They stared at one another for an infinite second. 



Then one corner of her mouth twitched up and she nodded in his 
direction . 

In a moment of boldness. Sans stood. 

"Brother?" asked Papyrus. 

"Be right back, bro . Need that ketchup." 

"Oh, of course! Yes, I knew that!" 

He continued speaking, saying something about The Great Papyrus, but 
Sans was ignoring him in favor of walking over to the girl by the 
door . 

She was slightly taller than him. Her jeans were torn at the knees 
and her boots looked heavya€"walking was enough work as it was 
without shit like that strapped to your feet. 

"I like your laugh." 

She chuckled again, and still it was genuine. "Is that your idea of a 
pickup line?" 

"It's just a comment. I can't resist someone with a **funny** 

**bone** . " 

She snorted. "Oh lord." 

"Forgive me for such a silly pun. I'm such a **numbskull** 
sometimes . " 

She covered her mouth to keep from laughing again and it was the last 
thing Sans wanted. "How many of those do you have up your 
sleeve? " 

"A **skele**-ton, I assure you." 

She couldn't hold back this time. She looked him over with a grin on 
her face. "You always wear slippers out around town? It's kind of, 
you know, not exactly customary." 

She looked at him that closely, every inch of him, and her only 
comment was on his slippers. Not the bones or the glowing eyes, just 
the slippers. 

He couldn't say it wasn't a nice change. 

"What can I say? I'm **bone** to be wild." 

The girl shook her head and then turned to her companion. "We 
good? " 

" Yup . Let ' s go . " 

The rainbow-haired one turned to Sans. "It was nice to meet you, 
bro." Then she smiled, just a little, before adding, "We'll meet 
again sometime. I feel it in my **bones**." 


She winked and then she left the restaurant. 



><pXstrong>This story will update every Tuesday and Thursday! 
<strong> 


2 . Underlings 

"Underlings" was probably an apt description for what I was, but I 
didn't like the societal connotation of it. 

Crazier than furries, dirtier than cloppers, the Underlings had a 
freaky kink for Monsters. According to public image. Underlings 
wanked to the idea of a Monster fucking them to death. The more 
freaky appendages, the better. If you were lucky, a Monster tore out 
your eyes and stuck them up your vagina with their tail. 

I was pretty convinced that subset of Underlings started in people 
who had already been into tentacle porn before the Underground 
emptied and changed our world forever. 

Us real life Underlings wanted the world to know that while there was 
a disturbing subgenre to the Underling fandom, it wasn't 
representative of all of us. Underlings came in a million degrees of 
obsession. Some Underlings were little more than Monster rights 
act ivist sa€"all they wanted was for Monsters to be equal in society. 
Some Underlings had an interest in Monsters, but more in a desire for 
knowledge than anything elsea€"brand new creatures coming up from the 
earth's crust was certainly a fascinating topic for the 
sclent if ically inclined. Then there were Underlings that went out of 
their way to talk to or even befriend Monsters. And yes, there were 
Underlings that were attracted to the idea of being non-platonically 
involved with Monsters, but it was more innocent than the general 
public seemed to think. It was kind of like people who wrote slash 
f ictiona€"sure, they had a weird obsession with dudes fucking other 
dudes, but that didn't mean they wanted said dudes fucking each other 
to death with unearthly limbs. 

A person that was into the whole violent death by sex thing was 
called a Freaker. And truth be told, I don't really give a shit what 
someone does in their own bedroom. If some Freaker liked to imagine a 
giant sea Monster cutting off his dick and feeding it to him, that 
didn't really affect my quality of life, so whatever. 

But the fact that everyone in the world assumed every Underling was a 
secret Freaker was pretty fucking annoying and caused most Underlings 
to keep their interest a secret. 

Me and my best friend Alex developed as Underlings separately. We 
casually discussed Monster rights, but our further fascination was 
private. Then one day, I finally exploded. I had to tell her, and 
once I did, she laughed for about a minute before telling me that she 
felt the same way I did. Monsters got infused into more and more of 
our conversations until we talked about them as often as we talked 
about our favorite TV shows and comic books. 

I don't know what form of Underling I really was. I definitely wasn't 
as casual as somea€"usually , when I was into something, I got a bit 
obsessive. Alex and I ate at Monster friendly restaurants and took 



long-cuts back from campus through Monster Slums in hopes of running 
into them. We liked to look at them, because Jesus if they weren't 
bizarre looking. Their proportions were abnormal, their bodies defied 
physics, the way they interacted with one another was fascinating. 

Was I attracted to them above humans? No, I wouldn't say so. Was I 
casually interested in what sex with a Monster might be like? Sure. 
Scientific curiosity and all that. 

Plus, it was a good place to be an Underling. Thousands of Monsters 
flooded out of Mt . Ebott that day and a good number of them chose to 
settle in my town, the town for which the mountain was named. Ebott 
was both the most Monster populated city in the world and the most 
racist against them. 

Once the Monsters came out of the Underground, provisions were 
immediately made for them by the government. Propaganda basically 
told us to act natural for our own safety but to be carefula€"the 
higher ups of the U S of A were convinced the Monsters had magic that 
they could use to destroy anyone at any moment and they did whatever 
they could to appease them, but people who lived around Monsters knew 
better. They were clearly non-violent, so my town (and likely many 
others) started discriminating against them immediately. It was the 
fifties all over again with segregation in restaurants and 
neighborhoods. Only some stores accepted their money, only some banks 
would exchange their money for ours, and almost no places hired 
Monsters. The discrimination stayed away from bathrooms and public 
transportation, but it was more than halfway there. The behavior was 
all illegal, but no feds were coming in to do anything about it, so 
it didn't stop. 

Underlings like Alex and I endeavored to make life easier for them 
just by being decent. 

Monsters were, understandably, not terribly chatty. A lot of humans 
were around to yell racial slurs, so they didn't go out of their way 
to talk, but if me and Alex waved to Monsters pleasantly, they'd wave 
back. We had managed to start a conversation or two, and they'd all 
been quite nice, but they weren't exactly lining up to be buds. I'd 
never even learned a Monster's name before, so I wasn't sure what 
kind of names they had. 

That was why the skeletons at Gino ' s had surprised me so much. 

The two skeletons a few booths from Alex and I had definitely caught 
our attention, but mostly it was the tall skinny one, who wore a cut 
off tank top, shorts, and a backwards snapback hat. He was almost 
your typical college frat bro minus the fact that he had no flesh. 

His vocabulary was like a knight if you ignored the fact that he 
occasionally said "wowie". By all rights we shouldn't have been able 
to hear him at all, with how far he was, but his voice 
carried . 

Thanks to him, we knew the names of both he and his companion within 
minutes . 

"I, The Great Papyrus, would like to order your finest spaghetti!" 

The shorter skeleton he was with must've said something, because he 
scolded, "Sans, no! No more!" There was some other inaudible response 
before the tall one, apparently named Papyrus, groaned. 

" Saaaaans ! " 



I only knew the other Monster, Sans, was also a skeleton because I 
had gotten a quick glance of his empty eye sockets and prominent 
teeth as they walked inside before he sat facing away from me in his 
booth. He could never be heard responding because he presumably had 
an inside voice, unlike Papyrus. He did laugh a good amount though, 
and his deep chortle resonated through the diner in a contagious way, 
making me feel light. 

"Skeleton over there clearly likes spaghetti a _lot_, " Alex said. 

I smirked. Monsters being loud wasn't uncommon. Presumably, manners 
were different in the Underground, because they often called 
attention to themselves without seeming to do it intentionally. 

Then again, three years later people were still getting used to 
seeing Monsters out and about. So even if they were all dead silent, 
they'd get plenty of stares. 

It turned out that listening to Papyrus talk was actually completely 
enthralling. He ended up talking a little bit about their home in the 
Underground and how he thought it was silly that it only snowed here 
a couple months instead of all year round. How was it possible that 
it snowed down there? How many ecosystems were there? Sans and 
Papyrus were clearly brothers, from how often Papyrus mentioned it, 
but if they were made of magic how were any of them more related than 
others? Monsters hadn't been on the surface for long enough that any 
of this information was readily available, which meant the only way 
to learn about it was from Monsters themselves. 

Which I was fresh out of. 

The two nosiest scholars in the world were anthropologists and 
journalists, and I happened to be an Anthropology major with a 
blog . 

To say the least, my thirst for knowledge was sometimes 
unmanageable . 

It took a while for Alex and I to tear our attention from the 
brothers, but we eventually got our food and I started telling Alex 
about a stupid guy in one of my classes. 

It wasn't long before Alex elbowed me a little harder than probably 
necessary. "Riley," she coughed under her breath. 

"What was that for?" I accused. 

"Sans. He was staring at you." 

I looked at the back of his head, not listening to what Papyrus said 
as he started fussing with Sans' face. 

"No way," I whispered. "You imagined it." 

"No, I swear he was," she said. "Anda€ 1 " She went quiet, wringing her 
hands on the table. 


"What?" I asked. 



"No, it was justa€ 1 " 


"What is it?" 

"Monsters are, like, the least scary thing ever, " Alex said. I 
nodded. Some had a more frightening exterior than others, but they 
immediately came off as kind. I'd never been the slightest bit scared 
by one of thema€"in fact, the Monster Slums were a lot safer than 
half the human neighborhoods around. Every crime in a Monster Slum 
was perpetrated by a human. "But something about hima€ 1 " she 
murmured. "Hea€l" She shook her head. "You'd have to see for 
yourself . " 

I was going to respond, but then I glanced at the time. "Ah shit," I 
muttered. "I'm gonna be late for class if we don't leave." 

At that she stood and we were at the front of the restaurant. And I 
couldn't help but look at Sans. 

I immediately saw what Alex had meant. Papyrus, while looking like a 
skeleton, was not proportioned anything like a human. He was 
somewhere around seven feet tall, his leg bones wouldn't hold up his 
ribs if he weren't made of magica€ 1 but Sans wasn't like that. His 
head, which was the only part of him not covered by clothes, almost 

looked like a human just had his skin peeled awaya€"it was rounder 

and smoother than a normal skull and his teeth did look like an 

honest smile, but it was still a bit eerie that his body was shaped 

so similarly to a human when most Monsters looked nothing like us. He 
also had white pupils in his empty eye sockets, ones that glowed with 
ethereal light. Papyrus' sockets were dark because the light from the 
ceiling didn't reach inside them from the angle he was sitting, but 
Sans' seemed an endless sort of darkness, like they couldn't be 
brightened even if you shined a flashlight in them. 

"Ri, oh my god, look at this text Marco sent me." 

I took her phone and was laughing at the text when I resumed staring 
at Sans. 

Who, barely a second later, met my eyes. 

There was a strange tingle down my spine, like the buzz of a running 
computer. I'd gotten feelings similar to this around Monsters 
beforea€"I assumed it was caused by magica€"but I'd never felt it so 
strongly. If I didn't know any better, this guy in the casual blue 
parka and turtle neck sweater radiated power in a way no other 
Monster I had met did. 

It took me a moment to gain my composure, but once I did, I thought 
to smile. 

And immediately, he stood up and made his way over to me. 

Seeing as it was my first ever conversation that a Monster had 
initiated, I didn't expect it to be full of skeleton-related puns. 
You'd think he'd want to move away from people looking at him like he 
was different, but clearly that didn't matter to him in the 
slightest. He casually joked with me with a perpetually smiling mouth 
until I knew I had to go. 



I made sure to return a pun on my way out. 


"Holy shit, he came up and talked to you, " Alex said, linking arms 
with me as we made our way to my truck. 

"I know. Did you hear his voice?" 

She clearly knew what I meant by the way she exhaled and fanned off 
her face. It was deepa€"the lowest string on a bass, lower than a 
human was probably capable. 

And I wasn't sure if saying I would see him again was a lie, but I 
sure hoped it wasn't. 


3. Clumsiness 

It was months before I had a chance to talk to another Monster. 

And it happened, of all places, at a BDSM club with Alex. 

See, Alex and I had a complicated relationship. 

I'd known her a long time, but we'd been vague acquaintances at the 
start. It only turned into a real friendship when we ended up making 
out at a park for hours, my hand clumsily fondling her breast under 
her braa€"I'd known I was bi for years by then, but a lack of female 
partners meant I knew my way around a dick a lot better than I did a 
tit . 

She and I remedied that over the years, of course. 

We'd had some confusing runs with not being sure exactly how we felt 
about each other, but last year, things settled down when she got a 
boyfriend. Marco was a great guy and they loved each other. He was 
living in a different town currently, but technology meant they were 
constantly in touch. 

We were very open with him about the fact that she and I still 
fuckeda€"and we lived together, so it wasn't even infrequent. He'd 
been a little unsure about the arrangement until we all had a 
threesome and now he was pretty into it. His only stipulation was 
that he wanted graphic details about it to jack off to and we were 
only too happy to oblige. We sometimes had sex while he watched over 
Skype . I once was passing through the town he lived in to see family 
and he and I fucked when Alex wasn't even therea€"it was much less 
awkward than I expected. 

People sometimes said that no strings attached didn't truly exist, 
but Alex and I were completely capable of it. We'd been at it for 
going on six years now and even considering the periods of confusion, 
we never stopped being friends. We never let ourselves get hurt over 
this because we couldn't bear to lose each other. And we agreed, long 
ago, that if either of us found a partner that insisted upon 
monogamy, we would be able to back off. It had happened a couple 
times already and we found we'd been correcta€"our friendship, though 
involving a lot of sex, was not _centered_ around sex. It wasn't the 
sundae, it was the cherry on topa€"not required, but still pretty 
awesome . 



She and I, like with the Underling secret, often ended up being into 
the same things without learning about them through each other. One 
day we'd realize that, without paying attention, we'd gained another 
hobby in common. 

BDSM happened that way. 

I learned about it from an old roommate, who was all sugar and 
sweetness unless you shared a wall with her and her boyfriend. Alex 
had learned it from a novel series. It wasn't long before we figured 
out we were both into it, and like the Underling thing, we didn't 
talk about it with anyone but each other. The _Fifty Shades of Gray_ 
craze hadn't started yet, so it wasn't exactly mainstream. 

So we ended up looking for a club. It was the best way to meet other 
people that might also be into it without asking random friends about 
it . 

The place we ended up joining, after visiting nearly ten, was called 
the Leather Lounge. It was discreet on the outside, and if someone 
came in that clearly didn't know where they were and had made a 
mistake, they'd end up in an ordinary looking lobby where the 
receptionist would slyly nudge them towards the door without telling 
them what they'd almost stumbled upon. It had the most thorough rules 
we could find regarding consent, which was important to us. It also 
had a good proportion of gay to straight pairings and that 
appealed . 

It turned out we'd truly made the right choice when, a couple months 
after the Monsters came to the surface, they'd added the stipulation 
'Fang Friendly' to their advertising. It was impossible to know if 
they did it because they truly believed in inclusion or because they 
liked money no matter who it came from, but it was a welcome addition 
to me and Alex's occasional haunt. 

We only went to the club when one of us was having an especially bad 
day and needed a treat. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>It was midterm season and we both needed the getaway, so we made 
our way over to the Lounge. We were both switches, so who was sub and 
who was Dorn was based on mood. She and I were synchronized enough 
that we were never both in a Dorn mood at the same time, which was 
good. We'd probably get in a fight to the death over who was in 
control if that ever happened. <p> 

Tonight was my night . 

While a lot of couples dressed in gaudy leather or skimpy ensembles 
that were more skin than fabric, Alex and I kept it simple. When I 
was Domming, I dressed as masculine as possible. I wore a binder to 
hold in my boobs, cargo pants, a tee shirt, and a backwards hat. 
Tonight she wore a dress and a bow in her hair and some simple cuffs 
around the wrists to make sure everyone was aware that she already 
had an owner. 


While Alex wasn't really thin, she was thinner than me and, in my 
opinion, a lot more attractive. So I often got admirers when I had 
her in cute dresses that showed off her massive tits. 



It was offensive enough to hit on another Dorn's sub, but then people 
would turn it into a race thing. 


People always compared her to fucking food. Chocolate. Coffee beans. 
Whatever . 

It annoyed the shit out of me. Yeah, she's fucking black, and no, I 
don't fuck her because she's black. It didn't seem a difficult 
concept to understand to me. 

But honestly it probably only made me as angry as it did because when 
I was in Dorn mode, I was always more aggressive. 

So three different Dorns had hit on Alex already. 

"I need a bite of that Snickers bar, because I'm not me when I'm 
hungry, " had been one of them. 

Another had been, "I bet I could get the chocolate fountain 
running . " 

My fists were clenched at my sides. Alex, boldly not asking 
permission before doing so, took my hand. "Don't let them bother you. 
Sir," she told me. 

I looked up to her and smiled before tweaking her nipple playfully 
through her dress in what she knew was a casual punishment for 
speaking out of turn. 

But looking over at her had been my mistake. 

In the moment I looked away from where I was walking, I ran straight 
into another Dorn. 

I'd seen her there a couple times beforeaC"! didn't recognize a lot 
of people who came in, but Monsters, on the other hand, were pretty 
distinctive. It would take me a long time to forget seeing a red 
haired blue fish lady with an eyepatch and her golden dinosaur sub. 
They, like Alex and I, wore less ridiculous clothes. The fish woman 
wore a black tank top and leather pants and the lizard woman was in a 
red dress . 

The fish woman glared down at me, two rows of razor sharp teeth 
glinting in the red light from the lamp nearby. 

"You got a problem, punk?" 

Usually I apologized like a Canadian when I ran into people, no 
matter if it was my fault or theirs, but the one exception to that 
rule was when I was Dominant . 

So I sneered at her. "If you want to have a problem, I'm perfectly 
fine having one." 

She gave a wicked grin, a hiss somewhere in the back of her throat. 

"I could destroy you with my pinky, shorty." 

I wasn't actually shortaC"! was a couple inches shorter than Alex, 
who was 5 'll", and this Monster was taller than her, making her over 



six foot. Most Monsters were either significantly larger or smaller 
than humans, but this Monster was not like other ones. Monsters 
didn't threaten people. They were obvious pacifists. 

Then again, I was all bark no bite myself on any normal day, but I 
was much more willing to bite when I had my sub trailing behind me. 
Maybe this woman was like that too. 

That was supported by the fact that her sub said, "Master, please, 
don'ta€l don'ta€l" 

And immediately she turned around. I thought she was going to punish 
her for speaking out of turn, but instead she said, "Aw, come on 
Alphy, she's asking for it." 

At that, I took a good look at her sub. She was turned in on herself, 
she was stammering like she was scared. 

I didn't want to go scaring other people's subs. 

"Hey," I said to the dinosaur woman, "we don't really mean it. It's 
justa€ 1 part of the game, you know?" 

It felt weird to break character. No matter how many subs I had 
startled or Dorns I had offended, I kept being a dick 'til the end and 
nobody expected anything else from me. 

But there was something sweet in the way the two Monsters looked at 
each other. They were clearly a couple outside the club. 

And if my Underling desire to be nice to Monsters was part of it, was 
that really such a sin? 

"Who says I didn't mean it?" the scaly woman said, but she grumbled 
it like she was already losing her steam. 

I looked up to her and she refused to meet my eyes. "We're all just 
here to have a good time. Starting a fight over running into one 
another doesn't sound fun to me. So what do you say we forget about 
it?" 

She finally looked me over pensively. "Well. I guess. Yeah, 
whatever." She was mumbling under her breath. 

"My name is Riley, " I told her, "And this beautiful pet here is 
Alex . " 

I didn't think for a second she'd take the bait, but after some 
hesitation she said, "I'm Undyne. This is Alphys . You can't have her, 
she ' s mine . " 

I almost laughed, but under her one-eyed gaze, I thought better of 
it. "Same goes for mine." 

She nodded once. "Well, Riley, I suppose you aren't so bad. You know, 
for a human." 

"And you're not so bad for anyone." I leaned down carefully so I was 
at Alphys' eye level. She just barely flinched backwards, so I stayed 
still as I said, "It was nice to meet you." 



She only nodded, as subs usually did when another Dom spoke to 
them. 

Undyne, maybe because she felt she had to because of what I'd done, 
turned to Alex. "You're tall for a human girl." 

I looked at her and nodded, giving her permission to respond. "Is 
that a problem. Master Undyne?" I was proud of her for sounding so 
respectful when I knew that in any other building, she would've had 
some scathing remarks to toss around. 

"No," she said. "It's kinda cool, actually." Then she turned to 
Alphys . "Come one Alphy, let's get the Ocean Room before someone 
steals it . " 

For having looked so anxious before, mention of finding a role 
playing room seemed to make her pretty excited. They left together, 
hand in hand. 

I turned to Alex. "You were good, pet. I think you deserve a 
reward . " 

She glowed at the compliment and I dragged her towards a more private 
corner for some fun. 


4 . Invitation 

The next time we went into the Leather Lounge, I was subbing. This 
time around there was only a couple days between visit sa€"Alex was so 
stressed out that I knew she needed it. She had me in this ridiculous 
little black dressa€"but clearly she was better at dressing me than I 
was, because I got more compliments than I usually did. I was having 
a pretty good time, actually. 

We were over at the bar. Alex was rocking a black tank top that 
showed off a lot of her red bra underneath and a red maxi skirt. She 
had her arm possessively around my waist. 

"Well well well, if it isn't the clumsy one and the tall one." 

I turned quickly to find Undyne standing on my other side, Alphys in 
tow. I smiled at her, knowing better than to speak. 

"If you could not call her that," Alex said, "I'd be much 
obliged . " 

While my Dom style involved picking fights, Alex's was more cold and 
distant. For having the biggest smile in the world, she was a little 
scary when she was like this. It sent pleasurable chills up my spine 
as she defended me when I couldn't defend myself. 

Undyne narrowed her eye. "Weren't you guys switched before?" 

"An astute observation." 


Undyne shook her head. "You Dorns are such nerds. Can't we have a nice 
conversation without pissing on each other?" 



"That works better when you don't start the conversation off with an 
insult, " Alex noted. 

"Ah, don't take it personally. It's just what I do. Right, 

Alphy ? " 

"Y-yes, she does have a habit of doing thata€ 1 " Alphys 
agreed . 

Undyne received her amber colored drink from the bartender. It looked 
like something you were supposed to sip, but she downed it without a 
wince before handing the other drink, which was icy and garnished 
with an umbrella, to her sub. Alphys took a small sip from the 
straw . 

I looked over to Alex, and I knew her well enough to know that she 
was dying trying to stay in character. We'd never gotten this good of 
a chance to have a real conversation with Monsters. I gave her a 
pleading look and she sighed before looking to Undyne. 

"We're here to watch tonight," Alex said. "Too tired for playing with 
how much we've been studying. Want to take a seat somewhere?" 

Undyne flashed her teeth at usa€"it took a moment for me to realize 
she was smiling. She huffed out a hearty laugh. "Studying?! You 
really are nerds!" Before Alex could get annoyed, she said, "Hey, 
it's not an insult. Alphy ' s a nerd too, but she's my nerd." Alphys 
went red and gave a shy smile to Undyne. "Want to sit with them, 
Alphy? " 

Alphys' eyes got big. "Oh, I don't know, we can, you know, we can 
doa€"" 

"It's a simple yes or no," Undyne said. It was the first time she 
sounded like a Dorn when talking to Alphys and the shorter woman 
noticed. She straightened up a little. 

"Yes. Sure, we should sit." 

Undyne nodded approvingly. As we walked over to a couch, Alex and I 
looked over at each other and tried not to grin like idiots. 

"So Alphys, what do you study?" Alex asked once we were 
seated . 

"She's in school," Undyne responded. "See, back in the Underground, 
she was the Royal Scientist, but up here she's gotta go to school all 
over again if she wants a human job." 

Royal. They had a monarchy. 

Alex, though as interested as I was, was no anthropologist. The 
culture wasn't so much her interest, which meant she didn't ask the 
questions I thought of, but the ones she asked were interesting 
nonetheless . 

"And what did you do?" 


"I was Head of the Royal Guard." 



Royal Guard. Like knights? Undyne being some military type person was 
unsurprising, but considering Monsters were so nonviolent, it was 
hard to imagine an entire guard. Maybe they were more vicious than I 
thought . 

"And how did you find out about Leather Lounge?" 

"Alphy's been reading about this kind of stuff since the 
Underground. " 

"Undynea€ 1 " Alphys said nervously, clearly embarrassed. 

"Hey, Alphy, it's okay, they know you're a nerd." She turned back to 
Alex. "It's like manga, but they have human sex in it." 

I was completely fascinated. They were reading hentai down in the 
Underground? What other human stuff did they have? Where did they get 
it?" 


That wasn't where Alex's line of questioning went, however. "Human 
sex? Is sex different for Monsters?" 

Undyne laughed. "Oh yeah, completely. It's a long story, 
honestly . " 

"I've got time . " 

Undyne looked back to Alphys. "You understand it better than I do. 

You wanna explain?" 

I thought she might not want to, but clearly talking about sex got 
her excited. "Oh, yes, yes, it's very interesting! S-see, our form of 
intercourse is called Bonding." 

"How does it work?" Alex asked. 

"It'saOl it's a little weird, but I can try to explain!" she said 
with a buck toothed grin. I smiled. There was something really sweet 
about her. "The magic within us sort ofa€"sort of reaches out for 
each other. Unlike, urn, you know, like sex, gender doesn't make a 
difference. It's our souls that touch. It'sa€"it's hard to describe, 
honestly, but it's not, it's not as, you know, _erotic_ as human 


"So Monsters can't even have sex the way we think of it?" 

"Urn, no," Alphys said, going a little pink. "We don't have, you know, 
the parts." I thought about all the Breakers in the world that would 
be heartbroken at this news and almost laughed. "But Monsters aren't 
againsta€ 1 the urn, you know, the morea€ 1 _carnal_ pleasures," she 
added, going from pink to red. "Our skin is still sensit ivea€"more so 
than humans. We can get worked up into Bonding state really easily 
around someone wea€ 1 urn, someone we love." She glanced over at 
Undyne, who flashed her a grin, and the red in her cheeks turned to 
purple . 

Alex kept asking questions, which I was grateful for. Things had 
really gotten interesting now. "Does Bonding make more 
Monsters ? " 



"That's where it gets more complicated, " Alphys said, wringing her 
claws together. "See, humans, they're all the same species. You c-can 
all have, urn, sex with one another using genitals and procreate like 
that. Monsters of the same type can procreate kind of like that. 
Migosps can Bond with other Migosps to make more Migosps. But me and 
Undyne, we're not the same type of Monster. We can't do 
that . " 

Undyne cut in. "Some types of Monsters are more common than others. 
There, unfortunately, are a million Jerrys out there. But there's 
only one Alphys and only one of me. There's only two 
skeletonsa€" " 

"You know Papyrus and Sans?" Alex cut in. 

"Hell yeah I do! Papy and I go way back, and Sans and Alphy used to 
work together." Sans, that silly pun-filled skeleton, was a 
scientist? It was hard to picture. "How do you know them?" she 
added . 

"Riley talked to Sans for a couple minutes once, " Alex said 
passively, waving her hand. 

"We haven't gotten together with them for a while," Undyne said 
thoughtfully. "I should call, eh, Alphy? Papyrus would probably cry 
he'd be so happy to hear from me." 

"Making people cry is a bad thing, remember?" Alphys reminded 
her . 

"Says you, " Undyne laughed. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>It became a habit. They weren't always there at the same time as 
us, but when they were, we'd sit down and talk while watching some 

sub get punished out of the corner of our eye. Eventually we got 

their phone numbers and started coordinating going on the same nights 
occasionally . When we met up with the express purpose of talking, we 
all agreed to leave the roleplaying out of it so we could all talk. 

On these nights, Alex and Alphys usually got to talking, as they both 
had a passion for anime that was a bit more intense than Undyne and 
I, who were a little more casual about it. So Undyne and I would be 
left to talk instead. <p> 

One night, in a moment of boldness, I'd suggested that we all reserve 
a room together sometime. 

Half of me thought she'd pull a spear out from behind her eyepatch 

and skewer me for suggesting being in the same room as Alphys while 

they were Bonding. 

But she looked pensive and very not homicidal at my suggestion. "I'm 
not sure how Bonding works with humans, " Undyne had mused. "But hey, 
no harm in trying someday, right?" She punched my arm playfully and 
it took a lot of willpower not to show how badly it'd hurt. 

Then finals came and went and finally, it was summer. We met up with 
Undyne and Alphys that night. Alphys seemed a little less anxious 
than usual herself, clearly as pleased as we were that she was going 



to get a break. Undyne, who never studied for tests and ditched a 
lot, hadn't been stressed out in the first place, but she still 
seemed excited for vacation. 

"Tomorrow night we're going out with some friends to celebrate," 
Undyne told me. "Papy is dying to meet you guys. Want to come?" 

I was so excited I felt like I would burst. I'd wanted to extend our 
tentative friendship outside the Lounge for months by then, but I 
didn't want to cross any lines. 

It was hard to act casual at her request. "What, you've been telling 
him about us?" 

She rolled her eye. "Don't get a big head, punk. He just started to 
wonder what had Alphy and I busy some nights. I should really thank 
you for getting us back in touch with those boysa€ 1 but I'm not 
gonna!" She laughed raucously and I just chuckled, shaking my head. 
Undyne was something else. 

"Well I'm sure I can speak for Alex too when I say we'd love to 


"Cool. I'll tell Grillby we've got six. You know where Grillby's 
is?" 


I did, in fact. It was in one of the Monster Slums Alex and I walked 
through to get home from school. Though we hung out in Monster 
friendly establishments, they were human run. Grillby's, being in the 
Slums, was probably Monster run. Full of only Monster patrons. 


I wanted to squeal with exhilaration. Would it be offensive to take a 
notebook with me? Probably, but I felt like I was going to want to 
take notes. 


"Yeah, we know where it is. 


"Perfect. Meet us there around six tomorrow, alright?" 
"Sounds good." 


She grinned at me with her yellow fangs. "I can't wait to see the 
stupid look on Papy's face when he meets you." 


5. Grillby's 

Alex and I headed into the Monster Slum where Grillby's could be 
found, which had the sign New Snowdin nailed into the ground by the 
street sign. I'd assumed long ago that they must've named the area 
after a place from home, but maybe tonight I could ask someone the 
story behind it so I knew for sure. 

And to think none of this could have been possible if I hadn't run 
straight into Undyne by accident . 

I was thanking the heavens for my occasional clumsiness when Alex 
started telling me something stupid Marco had said earlier that 
day . 



I was laughing when someone said, "See? Laughs! Dad was wrong!" We 
looked over and saw what looked like a blue bird wearing a mask. 


We stared for a second, uncomprehending. And thena€"what the hell, I 
decideda€"I said, "Yeah he was!" 

It smiled at me and we kept walking. 

Once Grillby's was in view, we found that Undyne, Alphys, and Papyrus 
were waiting outside for us. 

"And there the punks are now!" said Undyne. 

Papyrus turned around, his mouth open so wide that I thought his jaw 
might unhinge. "HUMANS!" 

He ran over and picked us both up in a surprisingly painful hug. "Oh, 
humans, what a wonderful thing it is to meet very cool people. You 
must be so excited, for I, The Great Papyrus, am as cool as it 
gets ! " 

He put us down and neither of us seemed to know what to say. Seeing 
as I'd already sat and listened to him babble for an hour before, I 
shouldn't have been surprised, but his energy still managed to 
startle me. Not to mention he towered a foot and a half over me and 
had no skin. 

"And you are Alex and Riley!" he added. "Let me guess. You are Alex, 
and you are Riley." 

"Other way around, " Alex said. 

"Oha€"yes, of course! It was a test! You got it right! 
Congratulations!" Before either of us could even think about 
replying, he leaned in close, saying, "Now I have a very important 
question for you. It is the difference between us being friends and 
us being not friends, and I am far too popular to risk not being 
friends with. Are you ready?" 

Alex and I looked to each other blankly for a moment before I turned 
back and said, "Uh, yup . Ready." 

He leaned in again when I swore he couldn't get any closer without 
trying to kiss me and I instinctively backed up an inch at having 
someone so far into my personal space. "Howa€l do you feela€ 1 
abouta€ 1 _puzzles_?" 

I blinked in confusion. Like, 500 piece puzzles? Crossword puzzles? 
Sudoku? 

I glanced over at Undyne, who looked like she was trying not to 
laugh. Great. _Super_ helpful. 

I looked to Alphys instead, who, once I made eye contact, nodded 
fervently . 

"Uh, yeah," I said. "Who doesn't like puzzles?" 

His empty sockets got huge and his grin, if possible, widened. 

"WOWIE ! Undyne, your friends are even cooler than you described! You 



said nothing about their affinity for puzzles!" 


"What, you think I've got uncool friends? Yeah right!" I looked at 
Alphys gratefully and she gave me a thumbs up. "Now where's your damn 
brother?" she added. "I don't want to wait for him out here 
forever . " 

"Oh, _that_ lazybones. He's not coming." 

I couldn't help my disappointment. As the first Monster that ' d ever 
gone out of his way to talk to me, I kind of wanted to see him again. 
Not to mention I had a certain appreciation for bad jokes that he 
clearly shared. 

"So wait," Undyne said, "let me get this straight. Alphys and I came 
all the way from New Hotland, _way_ on the other side of town, and 
went to Sans ' favorite restauranta€ 1 just for him not to walk down 
the street to come eat with us?" 

"He said his favorite show was on, " Papyrus said. "Granted, that was 
a little confusing, seeing as the TV wasn't ona€ 1 " 

"No," Undyne said. "Not happening." She started stomping down the 
street . 

"Undyne!" Alphys ran after her. "Wait, wait, don't bother 
him! " 

"He's bothering me, so I get to bother him!" she growled. 

"Instead of barging in," she suggested quickly, "why don't you, urn, 
just try calling? You never know, you know, what a p-person does. In 
their alone t-time." 

Undyne looked down at her in frustration before sighing heavily. 
"Okay. Fine. But if he says no, I'm going in there and beating the 
shit out of him." Before Alphys could protest. Undyne got out her 
phone and dialed. 

"Put it on speaker!" Papyrus requested. "I must also berate him for 
releasing poop onto the party!" 

It rang for long enough that I thought it would go to voicemail, but 
then that oh so familiar unearthly deep voice answered. I didn't 
really notice before, but he had a bit of an accent . Kind of New 
York-ish? "You've reached Sans' tele* *bone* * , Sans speaking. May I 
ask who's calling?" 

"You know who it is, you nimrod, " Undyne snapped. "You have caller 

ID . " 

"Ah, yes, I knew my **collar** bone was tingling." 

I giggled for a second before covering my mouth, knowing Undyne would 
kill me if she heard me laughing. Not to mention Papyrus was holding 
his head and groaning quietly as if the puns were physically 
painful . 

"Sans, get your ass to Grillby's right now," said Undyne. 



"I'd possibly be more willing if you **ass**ked nicely." 

Unending. They were infinite. How did he not run out? 

"Sans, Riley and Alex are here to meet you and _I am going to pummel 
you into the ground_ _if you don't come._" 

There was a long pause. Then, with a creepily bland voice, he said, 

"I wouldn't if I were you." 

Alex and I looked at each other uneasily, but the others didn't seem 
to notice how dangerous he'd sounded for a second. Undyne rolled an 
eye. "Get here in the next half hour, funny boy. I mean it." 

She hung up . 

"C-Can we go inside now?" Alphys asked anxiously, tugging on the 
bottom of her red tank top. 

"Nothing else I can do now, I guess, " Undyne sighed. 

"Apologies for my brother," Papyrus said to me. "He is sometimes a 
stick caught in mud." 

And we all headed inside. 

Grillby's appeared to be a bar, which had a card table where some 
dogs were playing poker and a billiards table occupied by a bear and 
a decapitated bunny head. On top of that, all the tables were full of 

all manner of Monstera€"save one table in the corner, which had a 

golden 'reserved' sign in the middle of it. 

"Grillby!" called Undyne. A Monster behind the countera€"who made me 
double take because I thought he was on fire before I realized that 
he _was_ f irea€"looked up. He had a curiously attractive face for a 

flame. He set down the glass he was wiping so he could gesture to the 

table mutely. "Thanks man!" 

We made our way across the restaurant. Part of me expected it to be 
like the movies, where it went dead silent and everyone stared. 

It wasn't like that at all. 

The closest to a negative reaction we got was one Monster who blinked 
and tilted his head, but a moment later he grinned. Monsters smiled 
and waved, some spoke. Many said hi to Papyrus, whom they presumably 
knew best because he lived in the area. A lot of them were kind of 
reminiscent of dogs, I was noticing, but I'd never noticed there 
being a lot of dog Monsters when I was out in Monster friendly 
establishments. Maybe they all came to this bar? But why? 

We all sat down and the empty seat ended up between me and Papyrus. 
Undyne said Sans was going to come, but I doubted it. He'd sounded 
pretty unhappy on the phone. And though Undyne talked big, I knew 
Alphys would convince her out of going to get him when his half hour 
was up. 


That was alright, I decided. I didn't intend for this to be my last 
time with this group. 



"So, New Snowdin, huh?" I asked. "Was Snowdin a town in the 
Underground? " 

"Oh yes!" Papyrus said. "The very coolest town!" 

"Whatever, " Undyne scoffed. "Waterfall was way nicer as long as you 
stayed _far_ away from Tern Village." 

Alphys leaned in between the argument that ensued over which town was 
better and said to me, "When we got to the surface, a good number of 
Monsters settled here because it was the first town we ran into, you 
know? I know lots that went f-farther, but our group decided to stay. 
This is where Frisk is from anyway, and we didn't want to be too far 
from them. But all us Monsters who stayed here ended up naming our 
neighborhoods after the towns we were from so we could keep the same 
neighbors. That's why Undyne and I live in New Hotland, because 
that's where I was from. She, urn, she insisted I get to be where I 
wanted," she added, going red. "She's, she's t-too good to me." She 
went silent for a moment, grinning. "And Sans and Papyrus," she 
continued, "lived in Snowdin. Mostly the furrier Monsters lived 
there, since it was so cold, but Sans and Papyrus, you know, don't 
have skin. So they don't get cold." 

I nodded in interest, but kept from asking any other questions. I 
didn't want it to feel like an interview, like so many of my 
conversations with them had in the past. It was just so hard not to 
be curious . 

Eventually Grillby came back with menus, handing one to everyone but 
Papyrus. He held out a flaming finger as he dug into his pocket and 
then set down a piece of paper. It was wrinkled, rimmed with 
finger-shaped burn marks, and said in sloppy handwriting: 

_Papyrus Menu _ 

_Spaghetti a€" 50G_ 

I looked at my own menu and found that this place had burgers, fries, 
and hot dogs . 

But judging from the wear on Papyrus' fake menu, he'd taken offence 
to their lack of spaghetti long ago. 

"_There_ he is!" Undyne suddenly exclaimed. "Fucking finally!" 

I turned around and quickly turned back, inexplicably nervous. I'd 
recognize those white specs of eyes and baring teeth of a grin 
anywhere . 

Sans came after all. 


6. Permission 

I reminded myself that I'd met him a long time ago and he definitely 
wouldn't remember me. While he looked distinctive enough that it was 
impossible for me not to recognize him, humans likely all looked the 
same to him. 


"Grillby, " he called from the door 


"lookin' **hot** today." 



I grinned. I ought to have started a counter on his puns. 


"Argh!" Papyrus muttered softly. "It never stops!" 

Presumably they lived together, and I supposed I could see puns 
getting olda€ 1 but I didn't think even his overuse could take away my 
partiality towards puns. 

He sat down in the empty chair across from Undyne, who gestured to 
Alex as she introduced her. Then she said my name and gestured to 
me . 

Sans turned to shake my hand and froze, staring at me with larger 
white pupils than usual. 

Then his gaping maw of a grin turned genuinely pleased. If I didn't 
know any bettera€ 1 

"I like your laugh," he immediately said. 

I grinned, flattered that he recognized me. And of course I had to 
reply, "Is that your idea of a pickup line?" 

His nearly empty gaze felt somehow warm and he grabbed my hand. His 
hand was harda€"st if f er than flesh, but not quite as solid as a bone 
and warmer than I expected. "Riley?" he repeated. 

"Yeah. Sans?" 

"Yup. Good to officially meet you, kid." 

I didn't like being called kid on any other occasion, but there was 
something right about Sans doing it. I really didn't mind. Also, I 
wasn't absolutely sure, but I thought that it might have been the 
first full sentence he said to me that didn't include a pun. 

A historic moment indeed. 

Papyrus asked Sans what he had been watching that had him so busy and 
Sans described in detail his own reflection in the empty television 
as I finally got a good look at the menu. 

I had no idea how the prices converted. A burger was lOOG and fries 
were 70G so I really hoped that IG wasn't equivalent to one dollar. 

If a hot dog were eighty dollars, I ' d be a little concerned. 

I looked up to Alex to ask, but as I tried to get her attention, I 
realized Sans was watching me. I looked over and his bright pupils 
regarded me in what seemed to be amusementa€"it was hard to read a 
face that always smiled. 

"Our gold isn't equal to a dollar," he said. "It's more equivalent to 
a Mexican Peso, according to the banks. **Taco** 'bout a rip off, 
right ? " 

I had been drinking water, somehow not expecting the joke, and ended 
up almost spit-taking on Undyne. Sans guffawed, slapping my back in 
what was either an attempt to help or in hopes I might still spit on 
her . 



Grillby came over and took our orders, but it was hard to know who he 
wanted to talk first, since he seemed to be mute and had no eyes to 
indicate where his eye contact lied. As he held his notebook and pen 
aloft to write our orders down, they slowly began to smoke and melt 
respectively, like his temperature was oh so gradually turning them 
to charcoal in his grasp. 

He didn't seem to notice. 

Everyone but Sans ordered something. He sat back in his seat, putting 
his feet up on the chair next to him and saying he filled up on 
ketchup earlier that day. I couldn't tell if he was kidding or 
not . 

Grillby came back with pretty good looking burgers while Papyrus had 
microwavable spaghett ia€"Lean Cuisine from the look of it. He was 
definitely overcharged for it, but he kept talking about how good it 
was, so I didn't think he minded. 

I learned during the conversation that Sans and Papyrus were also 
students, but Sans went to class less than Undyne and Papyrus was 
mostly a student in hopes he could finagle his way onto the football 
team . 

"The humans say if we get these degrees, they'll give us human jobs," 
Undyne scoffed, "but I doubt they mean it. They're taking all our 
savings and we're gonna end up just as unemployed afterwards as we 
were before . " 

"Unfortunately," Alex cut in, "that happens to humans too." 

We took that moment to explain how college didn't guarantee a job for 
even the most qualified human and they complained indignantly that 
the Underground functioned much better. 

I couldn't help but wonder, the more they talked about what it was 
like down there, why they ever wanted to leave. The society they 
built had been so much more peaceful and well run than this one. 

I eventually asked what made them want to come to the surface. 

It was Undyne who replied. "So imagine you live in a house you love 
for a long time and your realtor just sells it, no questions asked, 
and makes you move into the place next door. Even if the second house 
is nicer than the first, you're always going to want that first one 
back, because it was yours. We feel like something that was ours was 
stolen from us." 

She had a point. I wasn't sure how long the Monsters had been in the 
Underground, but it was open information that they claimed to have 
once lived here and were driven away by the humans. Not everyone I 
knew believed the story, but Alex and I always had. I wouldn't put it 
past people to make them leave for being different. 

"Plus, " Alphys added, "seeing an actual, you know, sky is really 
nice . " 

"True," Undyne agreed. "The first time I saw the sun, I couldn't 
believe Erisk would ever leave a place like this." 



It was probably the fourth time I heard mention of Frisk, whom they 
spoke about as if they were a native to earth. Did they have a human 
friend? I wondered what they might be like. 

Dinner went by quickly with all of them lightheartedly yelling over 
each other to get their points across. Eventually Alex moved her 
chair to the end by Alphys and they started nerding out over some 
anime with robots in it and Papyrus and Undyne were bickering 
again . 

It left Sans to look over to me. 

"Anthropology, huh?" he asked, resting his face on his hand. "No 
wonder you wanted to see me so badly." 

I chuckled. "My brand of anthro doesn't get anywhere near bones. I 
study modern cultures." 

"Then were you just feeling **bone**ly without me?" 

I shook my head, smiling. "Hey, it was Undyne that threatened you 
into coming, not me." 

"Ha!" he said dryly. "Undyne didn't force me into nothin'." 

"It just didn't seem like you wanted to come at all, and now here you 
area€ 1 " I said pointedly. 

"Oh, no, ask Paps, I was just being lazy," he said easily. I narrowed 
my eyes at him because I didn't believe him. Sure, Papyrus' nickname 
for him was Lazybones, but he'd clearly not even been doing anything 
when Undyne called and who refused an invitation to a place halfway 
down the street with nothing better to do? It felt like I was missing 
something. He quickly added, "It's good I came. I don't get out as 
often as I probably should." 

"Even for school," I said, almost sounding reproachful. 

"Eh, I just need to finish my Physics degree and I already know all 
that stuff," he said passively. I forgot he was a scientist, which 
Undyne had said in passing yesterday. "So," he said, seemingly not 
liking keeping the subject on himself, "you said you study modern 
cultures . " 

"Uh, yeah, " I responded. "Just the intricacies of how a society 
functions . " 

"The Monster community must be fascinating to you then. It's 
certainly different than any human societies you've seen." 

"Yeah, it's pretty cool," I admitted. "I wish I could put you guys in 
my blog," I added shyly. 

Even without eyebrows, I could tell that one brow ridge twitched up 
in interest. "You have a blog?" 

"About the different cultures of cities. I like to give voices to 
communities that sometimes don't have one." 



He stared for a long moment, his pupils tiny specks. "Well you came 
to the right place then, didn't you?" 

Looking at Sans, this total jokester, and watching him despise the 
oppression of his people was more intense than I thought it would be. 
It was so much worse because somehow I could tell that he didn't care 
for himselfa€"he wanted his friends to be happy. His family, his 
neighbors . 

"I didn't come here to get a story," I told him after a moment. And 
it was true. There was an instinct inside me to look for one, but I 
was here because I liked Undyne and Alphys, because I wanted to spend 
time with their friends. 

Because I'd wanted to officially meet the skeleton that managed to 
get under my skin within a minute of meeting him. 

"Why didn't you?" he asked after a moment. "If that's what you write 
about, we're gold to you." 

I wished he'd go back to puns. Something about his empty dark eyes 
made me feel like my sins were crawling on my back. He saw inside me 
and he knew that I'd only befriended Undyne in the first place for my 
story, and the fact that I no longer felt that way was irrelevant. He 
was still smiling physically but he was _definitely not 
smiling ._ 

And just like that, he was relaxed again. His smile looked genuine, 
the orbs in his sockets were bright and teasing. Like I'd imagined 
it. "Well hey, I think you should write it." 

I blinked, still trying to calm down from how wound up he'd just 
gotten me. "You do?" I asked dumbly. 

"Hell yeah. It'd be nice to clear up some confusion, you know? And 
now you've got all of us as primary resourcesa€"it ' d be 
**sans**ational . " 

"I don't think many people are going to be reading it," I said. "My 
blog's not exactly popular." 

"Well, I can tell you this much, " Sans said. "Everyone in New 
Snowdin's gonna read it." 

I grinned. "Deal." 


7 . Beginnings 

Sans told everyone in the group that I was going to start a blog 
about Monsters and they were pretty thrilled to hear it. Papyrus 
immediately started to tell me about how he once got two likes on a 
picture he put on Undernet and how it was because he was very 
popular. The statement in itself was baffling, but then it opened up 
a conversation about Undernet, since apparently they had both the 
internet and social media underground. Which seemed completely 
impossible . 


Undyne told me about how the Royal Guard functioned, and when I asked 
what kind of things they were guarding against when Monsters were so 



non-violent, she went awkwardly silent and Alphys cut in stammeringly 
about the Core, which had kept the entire Underground running. 

Papyrus told me then how it was tradition to create complicated mind 
games that they called puzzlesa€"Ah ! His question before now made 
sense !a€"as extra protection. _Protection from what?_ I wanted to 
ask, but they clearly didn't want to talk about that part and I 
didn't want to immediately ask questions that were too 
probing . 

Undyne then tried to draw a picture of what Waterfall, the town she 
was from, looked like, but it looked like complete gibberish. 

"Maybe w-we should, urn, ask an Astigmatism to draw it instead?" 

Alphys suggested timidly. 

"What, I'm just as good at drawing as any Astigmatism!" Undyne said 
indignantly. "It's just because it's on a napkin, and this pen 
sucks!" Alex, who had supplied the pen, looked ready to bust up 
laughing . 

Alphys went red. "Well. I mean. I only m-mean. Uma€ 1 " 

"You're shit at drawing. Undyne, face it," Sans cut in, putting his 
hands behind his head in a leisurely manner. 

"She is not!" Papyrus said crossly. "I, The Great Papyrus, endorse 
her as greatest artist in all the world! She has been teaching me to 
draw recently and I am making great strides! I drew myself with swole 
biceps yesterday." 

Sans didn't acknowledge Papyrusa€"probably not even sure what to say 
to his ridiculous brothera€"and continued to watch Undyne, who looked 
ready to jump over the table and kill him. Then he said easily, 

"Well, if you can draw a picture without burning a house down, that 
means you're a better artist than you are a chef." 

Undyne rolled an eye, looking to me and saying, "I swear, you burn 
your house down one time and you never hear the end of it." She kept 
staring at me like she expected me to defend her, but I was pretty 
lost. After no defense was forthcoming, she looked back to Sans. "Oh, 
come on, it wasn't even me, technically . " 

"Right, of course, it was totally _Frisk's_ idea to boil the 
spaghetti water at two thousand degrees." 

"Frisk is very, very hardcore," Papyrus agreed. "I wouldn't put it 
past them . " 

"Hey, g-guys, none of this is super relevant to a blog about 
Monstersa€ 1 " 

Nobody cared what Alphys had to say. The three of them started to 
argue about whose fault it was that Undyne's house once burned to the 
ground while she was cooking spaghetti. This mysterious Frisk was 
mentioned over and over, but I couldn't pin anything about the person 
other than conclusive proof that they were a human from something 
Papyrus said. Which meant a human had been in the Underground. How'd 
that happen? 


I learned a lot more than I expected to just from listening to them 



all talk to each other. Their casual conversation about home told me 
endless factoids about how things had functioned down there. 
Apparently there had been a trash dump in Waterfall where human 
artifacts could be found. Alphys had been watching anime since before 
she moved to the surface, so they clearly had ways to watch movies. 
Undyne nonchalantly mentioned something having happened two hundred 
and fifty years ago that they all remembered, so I figured they aged 
a lot slower than humansa€"if at all. 

We spent the rest of dinner talking about the Underground and I hoped 
that Alex's Underling nature was enough to keep her from being bored 
as Alphys described how food was absorbed in the Monster's body so 
efficiently that they had no waste product as a result of 
eating . 

When we finally meandered towards the door, it was because Grillby 
was closing up. I hadn't checked the hours on my way in and I hadn't 
looked at my phone in a while, so I had no idea how late it was until 
I got outside and noticed that the streets were vacant and the 
windows were dark. Alex and I had walked through this very Slum as 
late as midnight and there was still some activity. 

Turned out we'd sat in there until almost two in the morning. 

In hindsight, it made sense that Grillby was open so late, since his 
place was a bar, but it hadn't occurred to me that it was possible to 
sit in a restaurant for eight hours without getting bored. 

Then again, I'd groaned at the stiffness in my limbs when I stood 
along with the rest of them, so I probably should've known. 

"Aren't you working the morning shift?" I asked Alex. 

"Yeah," she replied, "but whatever. Like you need to be awake to sell 
clothes . " 

"You sell clothes? Are they extremely cool clothes?" inquired 
Papyrus . 

"Urn, I mean, I wouldn't say they're _not_ cool," Alex responded. "I 
work at a Kohl ' s near campus . " 

"Really?" he asked. "I work at the pet store next door." 

I blinked. No way. It was hard as hell for a Monster to get a job in 
this town. Alphys got lucky with some low-paying freelance online 
work with a research organization that didn't give a shit about what 
species you were so long as you were qualified, but I'd never even 
seen a Monster working at a gas station, not in Ebott . 

Alex was clearly similarly shocked, since it took her a moment to 
respond. "It's called Pet Tree, right?" 

"Yes ! " 


It occurred to me that I'd noticed the place. It was a tiny mom and 
pop's adoption center that I sometimes walked past to get to the 
Chipotle on the other side when I had short breaks between 
classes . 



How long had I been passing right by Papyrus without even knowing 
it? 


"I'll have to come visit you sometime," Alex told him. 

"Oh yes, that would be very cool indeed! You must be so star-struck, 
knowing you can spend so much quality time with me! Here, I must give 
you my cell phone number so you may hit me upwards on occasion." 

We started exchanging numbers until I had _THE GREAT PAPYRUS_ and 
_sans 8D _in my address book. 

Alphys and Undyne were on their way to the subway station. Since Alex 
and I had to walk past it to get home, we were already going to walk 
them there, but Papyrus insisted on being our escort so we all got 
there safely. 

Part of me didn't think he could protect us from a flya€l but the 
other half wondered if sheer will alone was enough to do impossible 
feats. If it was. Papyrus could do anything. 

"Yeah, that sounds pretty far, " Sans said. "Nice to see you again 
though," he added to me. 

"Yeah," I responded. "I'm sure we'll meet again." 

"Eeel it in your **bones**?" he asked. Wow, _that_ was the lame pun 
I'd given him when we first met, huh? I could've done better. 

"Hey, I'm not gonna even try to be funny with a skele**pun** like you 
around . " 

Papyrus groaned. "Oh, not you too!" 

Sans and I grinned at each other, I gave him a quick wave, and the 
rest of us went to the substation. 

"Why not call the Riverperson? " asked Papyrus. I didn't know what he 
was talking about, but I felt like I had asked enough questions that 
night . 

"Alphy gets sick when she rides that thing, " Undyne said. "The 
subway's good enough, right?" 

"Uh, yeah," Alphys replied, smiling. 

When we got there. Undyne, for the first time, hugged me. It wasn't 
as tight as Papyrus' squeeze had been, but it somehow felt more 
aggressive. She swooped in quickly and backed off like she didn't 
want someone to catch her being nice. 

She was so ridiculous sometimes. 

"It was wonderful to meet you, humans!" Papyrus declared, giving us 
each a painful hug. "And fear not, I, the Great Papyrus, shall bless 
you with my presence soon enough!" 


And he skipped off in the direction of his apartment. 

"You shouldn't have given him your numbers," Undyne said. "He'll 



never stop texting you. Trust me. _I know_. " 

"You know, I'm kind of okay with that," I replied. 


8 . Lunch 


Summer passed with little event. Alex and I continued to spend time 
with the group of Monsters we befriended. In late August, a couple 
weeks before my first semester of senior year started, I had enough 
pre-prepared entries that I decided to start writing about Monsters 
on my blog. Classes began and it was more of the same. Alex and I had 
found that our human friends were boring in comparison to their 
company. We let those friendships wither away without regret. 

My earliest class this semester was at noon and I worked late shifts 
at a local sandwich joint most weeknight evenings, so I slept in 
late. Pretty much everyone knew it was no use texting me before ten 
for emergencies, before one for anything else. 

So when I woke up at five past eleven with five text messages, I was 
concerned something really bad had happened. I shot up in my bed and 
opened it upa€ 1 

And it was definitely not from who I expected it to be from. 


_THE GREAT PAPYRUS (5:13am): THE ALEX HAS INEORMED ME THAT YOU DO NOT 
WORK OR HAVE SCHOOL IN THE MORNINGS. _ 

_THE GREAT PAPYRUS (6:22am) : YOU MUST BE A LATE SLEEPER. I CAN 
WAIT._ 


_THE GREAT PAPYRUS (7:19am): IT'S NOT GOOD TO NAP ALL DAY. SANS DOES 
IT TOO. I CAN'T GET HIM OUT OE BED BEEORE THREE MOST DAYS. WHAT A 
LAZYBONES ._ 


_THE GREAT PAPYRUS (9:06am): WE ARE PASSING UP THE TIME AT WHICH 
BREAKEAST IS USUALLY APPROPRIATE, SO I NEED YOU TO WAKE UP 
NOW._ 


_THE GREAT PAPYRUS (9:54am): WE CAN MAKE IT LUNCH IE YOU PREEER. _ 

I shook my head at the series of texts, baffled. 

I typed out the response, "What, is your phone stuck on caps lock?" 
before thinking better of it and changing my response. 

_Riley (11:07am) : I can have lunch with you after my noon class. Want 
to meet in the quad at one?_ 

_THE GREAT PAPYRUS (11:07am): THAT IS TOO SOON. I NEED TO PICK OUT AN 
OUTEIT ._ 

I huffed out a laugh. What, he needed two hours to get dressed? I 
took a quick shower before replying. 

_Riley (11:15am) : Hey, no dressing up necessary. I'm wearing jeans 
and a tee shirt. _ 


THE GREAT PAPYRUS (11:15am): I MUST LOOK MY VERY COOLEST WHEN ON 



CAMPUS IF I AM TO MAKE THE EOOTBALL TEAM. 


_Riley (11:26am) : Then how about this. There's a good Italian place 
near New Holland. Nobody from school will see you there. But I need a 
half hour to get there, so it'll be one thirty instead of one, 
okay ?_ 

_THE GREAT PAPYRUS (11:26am): GREAT I'LL LEAVE NOW._ 

I figured there was no point in telling him not to do it. 

Lunch with Papyrus. Was I going to regret this? 

I was surprised he asked in the first place. According to Alex, he'd 
made a habit of visiting her at work in the past couple weeks and 
they ate together a lot, so I didn't think he'd go out of his way to 
get ahold of me instead. 

In class, I was distracted by writing a new blog post. I saved the 
prewritten ones for times when I was too busy to write a new one, and 
I decided that having class wasn't a good enough excuse. 

I was writing this one about Vulkin commune homes both back in the 
Underground and on the surface, since they were apparently very 
social creatures that didn't like to be alone. 

Sans was right about Monsters reading my blog. My blog that had once 
had twenty-three consistent followers now had 567, and when I looked 
at the names and pictures, I found that it was nearly all Monsters. I 
thought maybe they were just going to take one look because they were 
happy someone was finally writing about them, but they all came back 
for more. They commented a lot and thanked me a ton and even said 
they would love to tell me more about the Underground. I'd 
interviewed with seven Monsters just in the past two weeks. I used to 
post once a week, but the Monsters were so excited for the next post 
that I'd gotten to posting about three times a week. 

I'd started writing about Monsters based on my own intrigue, but I 
realized only a couple days after that I'd stumbled upon something a 
lot more important than that. 

Writing hadn't been a popular pastime in the Underground. Not even 
half of the population could read proficiently and books were all 
educational other than the ones that dropped down from the surface 
into Waterfall. Otherwise the average populace's knowledge of reading 
was funct ionala€"they could read basic signs and menus. It just 
hadn't been important when living down there. They learned to do more 
practical things in school. 

Once they came up to the surface and realized how much we read up 
here, the Monsters that could read taught the ones that couldn't, but 
even so, writing was impossible for many Monsters. Chary, a Pyrope, 
managed to leave me a comment once and I sat there baffled, wondering 
how they possibly managed that when Pyropes don't have arms. 

So even though it would make more sense for a Monster to write a blog 
like this, most Monsters were only just learning to writea€"and even 
so, none of them had ever written creatively before. They wanted a 
voice, but they couldn't supply it themselves, at least not so 
soon . 



And now I was seemingly the only one that was willing to do it. 


I was halfway done with my post by the time class got out and I wrote 
a rough draft of the rest on my phone while I was on the subway. I 
told Papyrus I'd meet him outside the currently under construction 
MTT Resort. 

When I got there, I figured he would already be there, but he wasn't. 
Hadn't he left two hours ago? Had I told him the wrong place? Had he 
gotten bored of waiting and just left? 

I was sitting there mystified by it for barely a minute 
bef orea€" 

Okay, before I tell you what happened, I want you to understand 
something about Monster Slums. I said that most Monsters can't write 
because of a lack of arms. Now think about how cars work. They would 
need humanoid arms _and_ legs to get a car to function and the number 
of Monsters that could manage that was low. Not to mention they would 
need to be a good size for a car, and most Monsters were either 
really tall or super tiny. As for humans, most of them avoid Monster 
Slums like the plague. Because of these factors combined, no cars 
drove through Slums. Stands set up on either sidewalk went halfway 
into the road and Monsters walked in the middle of the street and it 
was never a problem. 

So when I saw a vehicle going quickly through the street in my 
peripherals, I panicked. Was some human trying to drive through and 
destroy everything? 

But when I shot up from my bench and turned to look at the incoming 
object, it definitely wasn't a car. 

What appeared to be a thin, long, wooden dog was running quickly 
through the street. At the front was a hooded figure and in the back 
was Papyrus, waving as he saw me. The dog skidded to a halt, its legs 
seeming to shrivel up so it just became a long wooden plank with a 
dog head on the front. 

Papyrus hopped off. "Thank you very much, Riverperson ! " 

"Call again some time. Tra la la." 

I watched, mouth agape, as the dog regrew its legs and sprinted away, 
agilely avoiding the many stands in its way. 

"Human!" Papyrus said. Before I could turn to him, he picked me up in 
another of his bone-cracking hugs. Even after getting three months' 
worth of them by now, I couldn't get used to them. "I apologize for 
my tardiness. Sans hid all my pants and it took me hours to find the 
right pair ! " 

Once he let go, I looked at his pantsa€"AKA a pair of blue underwear 
with a gold belta€"and I privately thought they looked the same as 
every other pair he ever wore. To be honest, I'd thought he only 
owned two pairs of pantsa€"this blue speedo and a pair of orange 
running shorts (which were almost as short as the blue pair) . He also 
traded between what looked like white armor and tee shirts, depending 
on the day. He'd gone for the armor today, but it was not uncommon to 



see him in tee shirts where both the stomach and sleeves were cut off 
that said various ridiculous phrases like "YOLO" and "Cool Story 
Bro". His ever-present orange scarf never made his attire appear any 
more modest. 

In fact, if he were a human woman, society would likely call him a 
slut. Which was a bit ironic, considering he was the least sexual 
creature I could imagine. 

Before I could think of a response, he said, "You have changed the 
color of your hair! I enjoy it!" 

I had to re-dye my hair pretty frequently, since bright colors wash 
out a lot. Before it had been red, purple, and orange, but now I 
changed the red to magenta and the orange to blue. 

I was kind of surprised he noticed that I changed it. 

"Oh, thank you, " I told him. 

"You of course realized that my pulling off of orange is superior to 
your own and took it out. I understand your feeling of inadequacy, 
but fear not, human, this blue suits you better." 

Most of the time, when Papyrus made ridiculous, completely untrue 
assumptions, I just let it happen. There was no point in bursting his 
bubble . 

"Well I'm glad you like it," I told him before starting to walk. 

"This place is pretty close to the eastern border of New 
Hot land . " 

"And theyaC 1 you knowaC 1 don't mind if I come in?" 

There was a sharp pain in my chest. Of course I knew that many places 
were not Monster Friendly, but it had never truly occurred to me that 
a sweet guy like Papyrus would be disallowed from restaurants. Had he 
at one point, not knowing any better, walked into one and been 
immediately kicked out? Did they yell slurs at him? Had he blown it 
off, or had it made him sad? 

"I don't go to any restaurants that aren't Monster Friendly," I told 
him gently. 

"You won't meet many cool people otherwise," he told me 
matter-of-fact ly . 

I grinned up at him. "Damn straight. Who needs 'em?" 

The only thing about it that made me a little sad was that I didn't 
eat Taco Bell anymore and I craved it at least once a week, but it 
didn't seem right to give them money to be bigots with. 

We got to the Italian place and were seated. We ordered the moment we 
sat down because I was a regular and Papyrus obviously didn't need to 
look at the menu to know what he wanted. I got a glass of wine and 
asked Papyrus if he wanted to try it, biting my tongue to keep from 
grinning at the reaction I knew he would have. 

"I love juice!" he declared. Then he took a sip and made a displeased 



face, closing his eyes and shaking his head. "Oh, yucky ! That's not 
good at all ! " 


I laughed so hard I snorted, which left me embarrassed and him 
cackling . 

Once his final ' nyeh ' died out, he leaned forward significantly. "I 
must warn you, I wanted to get together over something very 
serious . " 

I raised a brow. "Okaya€ 1 " 

"You probably don't know that I spent much of yesterday reading your 
blog . " 

I almost laughed. "Anonymous" had left entirely caps locked comments 
to every single entry about how there was a missing element about a 
very cool skeleton. 

"Uh, actually, I kind of figured it was you, " I responded. 

"You're right, it must have been obvious," he said. "Nobody else 
would have such cool things to say." 

"Right," I agreed dryly. 

"But I couldn't help but notice that a very important entry is 
missing from your blog." 

"What, about a very cool skeleton?" I asked. 

"This is not about me!" he said, insulted. "This is about all of the 
Underground! This is about culture! Art! The integrity of our 
world ! " 

I nodded. "Sounds important." 

"Very!" he agreed. 

"So what is it?" I prompted. 

"Well, human, you don't have any entries about puzzles!" 

This was not what I expected. I thought whatever he was going to say 
would be silly, but puzzles had been intriguing me for weeks now. 
They'd now been mentioned casually by three different Monsters 
(besides Papyrus) and nobody seemed to want to talk about them. I had 
thought before other Monsters mentioned them that it was just 
something Papyrus was into, but it seemed like it was an integral 
part of how their society had worked. It probably deserved an 
entry . 

"I would have already written one," I told Papyrus, "but I don't know 
enough about them." I figured the bait was obvious enough. 

His eye sockets got huge. "I have just had an idea!" 

"Alright, what is it?" I asked with a smirk. 

"I can tell you about puzzles and then you can write about them in 



your blog ! " 

"Good idea," I said. "I wish I had thought of it. I'm just not as 
cool as you . " 

"True," he said solemnly. "But it's possible it will eventually rub 
off on you . " 

The smile I gave him this time was genuine. Papyrus was one of the 
biggest losers I had ever meta€ 1 but yeah. He was cool. Really cool. 
His confidence was charming and his smiles were contagious. He 
thought he was the shit and because he bothered to be in your 
presence, that made you the shit too. And underneath it all, there 
was this overwhelming kindness that no amount of arrogance could 
disguise . 

"I can only hope that's true," I told him, and this time I meant 
it . 


End 
f ile . 



